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Thundering Poem to the Swearer : Or, a Dreadful 4 


* 


Parning to all Wicked and Preſumptious Blaſpbemers; Witha Lively Deſcription of Divine Ven geance, prepard 


for the Puniſhment of f{uch Impenitent and Obſtinate Sinners. 
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OLD Swearer ſtop, no farther Progreſs make, S Miſtaken Man! how blind was he on Earth? „ \Vithout Excuſe you all Convicted ſtand, a 
Leaſt your next Oath be in the Fiery Lake. hat hated Good, andScoſt to think on Death? All mark d for Guilty in God's third Command, 
Or, tho the God you dare to damn you ſtay, | That counter run, and cvrsd where he ſhould bleſs, e Yet this pretence you ready have at hand. 2 
And ftrike not at your Word, yet know, he may 25 Nay, curſe the Man that pray d him to curſe leſs. „ is Paſſion makes me ſwear; beſides ſay you, 
Leave your Heart hard in your own Swearing way; No Cburcbman he I'll warrant, the Swearer cries, I'm not bcliev'd without an Oath or two. 
To be ſo (truck, is much with Hell the lame, LAMatth. 13. 15 ] 4 And lo ſwears on, and God and Church defies; © Uncurreac Truth, and falſe within as Braſs, 
; Too lure a Mark to ſeal you for that Flame: Lech. 3. 11] As if our Church had licencd all her Sons, | ef That wants an Oath or Curſe te make it paſs: EY, | 
> --zYhere Devils black-mouth'd Qaths at firſt devis'd, S For Sons of Boreas, and infernal Dons. ES eee S for your Paſſion, Ancient Sacred WMꝗπ‚ Devi , 7 
? No vent them there in Human Shapes diſguis'd, Miſtaken Swearer, no, we're no ſuch Race, Record's a Story that this Caſe doth hit; A 
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Could Selomitbh her half Egyptian Son. | 
Could he the Almighty's Anger chere attone,, 4 
By pleading Strife and Paſſion made him thus, . 5 
Blaſpheme the Sacred Name of GO D, and Curſe : 
No, by the ſpecial miſſion of the All-high, 
He's ſton'd to Death, for Curling he mult die. 
Indeed to ſage Tribunal call'd to right our Brother, 

. We kiſs the Sacred Book and Truth diſcover, | 
Far from Prophane, ſuch Oaths nay we Adore, 
And own what God we've vow'd to bowe before: 
Not fo when Blood and Wounds of God you tear, 
To Crucike again you do not ſpare, 
Your Deareſt Fond, Bethink you when you Swear. 
How can you, can you thus that Sacred Blood 
And thoſe dear Wounds abuſe, made for your goed. 
Swearing's a mark of Courage do you ſay, 
And that without an Oath, you bear no ſway ? 
Prepoſtrous Fancy! Lucifer's Device, 
Wav with ſuch Courage he loſt Paradice. 
Did he look Great, when Curſing as he fell, 
Thrown down from Heaven and plunged into Hell 2 
How Bravely think ye Mortals can you Swear, 
When at the Trumpet you amaz d appear? 
Before your Angry Judge who then you'll (ee, 
Clad in bright Robes of awful Majeſty, 
Flaming in keen unſufferable Light | 
Proceeds to doom you to Eterna Night; | 

(The ſame whoſe Blood and Wounds you uſe to tear 
In Oaths, and to his utmoſt Vengeance dare) 
Then uſe your helliſh Retorick, play the Man, 
And dare him then to damn you, Swear and Ban, 
No, now pale fears begin, your Hearts now ake, 
Your Blood its wonted Channels does forſake ; 
Whole Mountains pondrous weight you'll cry to bear, 
Rather than your Heart-rending, tho? juſt Sentence hear. 


You Exglaxd's Church, beloved Church Diſgrace 
For thould her Swearing Members be her Props, 
She ſoon mult fall, and yield up all her hope? 
The other Churches too, that front this Vice, 
*T is to their Praiſe, tho you count them too nice | 
To Honour God, tis not ſo much ado, | 5 


2% 


Mien littit better; had cach Fiend a Tongue, 
Juſt ſo he'd belch his Brimſtone Oaths among: 
Had he a Shape amongſt your Swearing Crew, 
He'd Blaſpheme God juſt fo, cutſe Man like you. 
Yet hardly would he curſe himſelf or dare 
Th' All. high rodamn him worſe, no, he'd forbear, 
And rather beg not hotter Flames to ſhare C Luke 8.28.] 
Before his time the Almighty's Thunder he [Mark 5.7. 12.] 
Already knows, and from his wrath doth flee, | 
He trembles with a Faith the Swearers han't; {[7am. 2.19.] 
Thus harden'd Man does Hell it ſelf out-daunt , | 
More tender they than urge a ſtate that's worſe, 
Tho' they tempt you, themſelves they fear to Curſe. 
O hardned Man! yet won't you bluſh for ſhame ? 
Nor cer believe till howl in quenchleſs Flame ; 
The Day, the dreadful Day too ſoon you'll ſee, 
Cou'd you then eat your Words, how glad you'd be 
Fo fay you're not the Men. . 
Are theſe the Men that challeng'd once their God, 
That now links Souls in Showers with a Nod? 
Now will they count it brave to urge their Doom, 
Which never, never will to end give room. 
Your Eyes then open, your Eternal Fate, 
You'll ſec, alas! and ſee 'tis too too late, 
That Mighty Day —— g | = 
The Swearcr's Ghoſt's all Horror and Deſpair: 
Is from his Body ſnatch'd to th* diſmal Bar; 
Behind him the impatient Devils Roar, 
His Oaths, thoſe worſt of Devils ſtand before, 
With Terrors thus beſieg d in every Place, 
He hears a Voice, but may not ſee the Face: 
The Voice is roaring Thunder in his Ears, 
he Words are tearing Bolts, and flaming Spears, 
o thou accurs d vile Swearer hence away, 
o Damned Ghoſts, here Devils take your Prey. 
truck with this Thunder down he ſunk and fell, 


If their ſo kind Reproofs be ſcoffd by you, 
Tis not too much to make you pay tor't too. 

Shall Man make Man pay for his injur'd Fame; 

And never move to right his Maker's Name: 

Well doth our Nation's Law rcſcat this Crime, 

And well our Nation proſpers the ſame time. 

And you brave Heroes of the Reformation, 
Arm'd by the Laws of God, and of our Nation; 

You break thro all the Bars Hell's Agents place; | 
Your proof gainſt all their Mocks, Threats and Diſgrace, 
And ſpight of all the Tools that Hell can raiſe, 
Your worthy Deeds ſhall ſhine, and blaze your Praiſe, 
But your Reward beyond the end of Days | 

Can't be expreſsd.—— 

Tho! all that wore the Bays of old at once reviv'd, 

And as Methuſalem were all long liv'd. 

And all their Power in ſuch long Days ſhould joyn, 
Aſſiſted by the Charms of all their Nine. : 
Their higheſt thoughts would be but poor faint Rhime, 
To ſing the Joys beyond the end of time. | . 
Know, tis the Pious for their ſakes that we 

Are thus upholden, and, and have Victory: . 
Tis for the good the bad are ſo befriended, 8 
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Our Church and Nation ſav'd, by God defended, 
The good all dead, the World would ſoon be ended. 
Some Men there are, if Men, they may be calld 
Sea-Monſters, not Sea-Men, who when they're gaul'd: 
When touch'd they il kick at the Advice you gave em, 
Nay, damn thoſe very Lines you wrote to ſave em: 
On their own Heads poor Souls their Curſes fall, 
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Wretched Triumph to the Ficnds of Hell : And heavy Vengeance hovers o'er 'em all. Let this prevail at length, ſome Pity take | = 
ne drop of Water then heasks in vain, > They'll find each Curſe to be a dangerous Dart, > On your Pe Souls a ſtrict reſolve now make, 5 5 
o cool that Parched Tongue which did Prophane Which Shot rebounds, and ſtrikes the Shooter's Heart. P And for the future with more caution {| peak. 


hat MIGHTY NAME | 
ike burning Braſs he fir'd in ev'ry part, 
Vulture gnaws upon his living Heart; 
e feels a thouſand Deaths, yet cannot Die, (As dedicate to God, I deem it due, ) 
ad knows it laſts to all Eternity. S And Sacrifice it all to better you. 


The Author, (who writes not for Profit) defires youll pleaſe to tick this up in your moſt publick Room, for the more Pablick Good, it being like to meet with the fight of more Perſons than if it lay by, (if 3 @ day read it, that's 
hove-1 000 4 year) in ſo doing you will ſet your helping band ta the Honour of God to diſcharge this Vice, and become a & barer in the bleſſing of God on ſo good a Work. © - Ds 


An Excellent and Infallible Water for the Eyes, which cures all Redneſs, Inflamations, Bloodſhot, Specks, Webs and other Diſtempers incident to the Eyes; being the belt and moſt approv*d Remedy that ever has yet been made publick, as thouſands in ſeveral parts of the 
ity and Suburbs of London can witneſs, who have been cured by the ſaid Water, at 6 d. the Bottle.  Alſs an approv'd Green Oyntment, that certainly cures Gout and Rheumatiſm, with ether external and internal Pains in the Legs, Arms, Back, Thighs, and other Parts ot 
e Body, as has been experienc'd by multitudes of People in and about this City, ro cir extraordinary Comfort and Satis fadion, Mr. Manxing's Daughter in Purple-Lane, had 5 or 6 Spekles in one Eye, and a dead Skin over the other, was cured. The Barber's little Boy, 
Leather -· lane, over againſt the Brandy-ſhop, had a great Speck in his Eye, and was Cured. Mr. Criſp's Boy had_a great Pock hanging out of his Eye, and was made lively and formidable, in Cinnamon- Alley in Tun - bal. ſtreet. Mr. Grobſe's Daughter was cured of a Speck 

her Eye, in Rotten-Row in Old. ſtreet. Mr. Hockey was Cured of the Stone, on Saffron-Hill, at Strangeway ſtreet: Ard a great many more were blind, which cannot be ſer dcown Likewiſe a wonderfol and effectual Powder for the Worms, in the Bodies of Men, Women 
ad Children ; having cured abundance of People of all Sexes, Ages and Degrees; ſome of whom have been at the point of Death; yet have by the ſaid Powder, been miraculouſly reſtored to their Health: Price 3. 4. the Paper, And alſo another excellent Powder from 
\e Stone, Gravel and Cholick, Price 1 5. the Paper. The aboveſaid Remedics are to be had of Mr, Fames de Labarnadiere, at the Hand and Sheers, in Old ſtreet, between Golden-Lane and White-Croſi-firees, near Bun-hill-felds, and by the Printer of chis Paper, and no 
here elſe. Mr. Elwin's Daughter in Spitsle field Market, had a great Skin over her Eye, and was cured. The Oyntment Cures old Sores, Rheumatiſm, or any Cut or Green Wound. . 


Licenc'd according to Order, LONDON: Printed and Sold by H. Hills, in Black-fryars, near the Water-ide, . = Price One Pe 


> Our Tongues (you know) to honour God were given, 
S And Rightly usd, they'll ſound in tune with Heaven. 
I'd write in Tears of Blood if that would do, | 2 


Tell me the Oath by which you ere got ought, - | 3 
By Satan's golden Baits your'e often caught, | 


Bur here you ſerve him Volunteer for nought. 
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